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NICK GARTER AMONG Tt TH CINCINNATI SHARPS, 


By the author of of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
“T HAVE BEEN ROBBED.” 


Superintendent of Police Philip Deitsch sat alone in his 
office, in the City Hall in Cincinnati, when the door 
opened and an elderly gentleman, having the appearance 
of a successful business man, entered the room. 

He seemed to be in a state of nervous excitement, judg- 
ing by the way in which he pulled at his heavy, iron-grey 
mustache, bit his lips, and otherwise betrayed a condition 
of restlessness. 

The superintendant. presently raised his eyes from his 

work, and glanced at his visitor. 

“Good morning. Is this Mr. Philip Deitsch?” asked 
the caller. 

“Tt is. What can I do for you?” was the quick response. 

“ Are vou at liborty to listen to me for a few moments?” 

pe ee soaks 

“Are we alone ?”’ 

“No one in hearing,” replied the superintendent, as he 
motioned the gentleman to a seat. 

“T have a very strange case to report, and I came to 
you thus early, hoping that some member of your force 
can render me a service.” 

‘*Please state your case.” 

“T am, as you are probably aware, the president of the 
Commercial-Upland Bank of Cincinnati. * 

The officer slowly inclined his head, signifying his ac- 
quaintance with the fact. 

“ \nd Iam startled by the information which has come 
to me this morning, which also brings me here. 

“What is it, Mr. Bayne?” 

“T have been robbed !” 

i“ ee eh? How?” 

“Burglars have tampered with my private safe, the big 
vault in my banking rooms has been entered, and securi- | 
ties to the amount of seventy thousand dollars taken | 
therefrom.” 

“How did they enter the vault?” 

“By working the combination.” 

“ Are there no marks of violence upon the big safe ?” 

‘*None whatever.” 

“ And nothing to show that violence was used in gain- 
ing an entrance?” 

“Not in the least.” 

“What were the papers that were stolen?” 

“They were nearly all Government securities.” 

“Yes? then you doubtless had the numbers of the 
bonds.” 

“No, sir; I had not.” 

“How was that?” 

“The securities were not my property, being placed in 
my vault for safe keeping, for a short time. I did not for 
a moment entertain a thought of the possibilities of los- 
ing them, and paid no attention to their numbers.” 

“Who knew of these facts?” 

ih Only the officers of the bank who had the combina- 
tion.” 

“ And they are whom ?” 

“My cashier, Edgar Wyman, a man whom I would 
trust with uncounted millions, and a faithful clerk, who 


‘And when did you last observe them in the vault ?” 

“T saw them myself yesterday morning.” 

“Then it would appear tnat they were removed some. 
‘time within the twenty-four hours last past?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Did you tell the cashier and clerk of your discovery ?” 

“Well, no. I was so shocked fora moment that I did 
not know what to do. I could hardly credit my senses, 
As I stood in the big. vault thinking what could be the 
solution of the mystery, Mr. Wyman stepped inside the 
safe, and I at once asked him if he hal discovered the ab- 
sence of the missing papers. 

“He was as much surprised as I had been, and, in a 


few moments, we began a systematic searck for some 


clew to the mystery. 

“We carefully examined every compartment of the big 
safe, and save a dozen private boxes, not an inch of the 
interior of that vault escaped a thorough overhauling.” 

“You found nothing ?” 

“No and yes. We found a number of documents of 
value that we had eutirely forgotten were in the safe, but 
no trace of the missing securities.” 

“Did you then speak to the clerk of the loss?” 

“T did not Atter talking with the cashier, I came to 
the conclusion that the best way to solve the problem was 
to keep the matter as quiet as possible, and come to you 
at once with the facts of the case.” 

“Very well, I will have a man ready to take your case 
in twenty-four hours.” 

“No sooner?” asked the banker, in a tone of disappoint- 
ment. 

“Well, it is the best I can do, for the man whom I will 
intrust with this case is at present in New York.” 

“Ts he a thorough man?” 

“The best in the country, by all means.” 

“That is what I want,” answered the banker, “and he 
can fix his own terms, for I am bound to learn the facts 


' which lay at the bottom of this mystery.” 


“Very well, he will be here at noon, to-morrow.” 

“All right, sir. In the meantime I shall use every pre- 
caution to guard against this affair being made public, for 
I wish the investigation to be made as private as possible 
until necessity demands something different.” 

“We will see,” answered the superintendent, “but at 
present it will be as well to say nothing about it.” 

“All right, sir. Good morning,” and, President Philip 
Bayne, of the Commercial-Upland Bank of Cincinnati, 
hastened to his carriage, and was driven rapidly away. 

He had hardly closed the door when the superintendent 
snatched up a pen and wrote a hasty telegram, which 
read as follows: 

“SUPERINTENDENT T. H, Byrnes, New York city :—Send Nick Carter 
to Cincinnati by first train. Puiztip DerrscH.” 

Thirty minutes later the message was received in New 
York, and as Superintendent Byrnes read the brief dis- 
patch, he turned to a messenger call and pulled the lever. 

Presently the door of his office opened, and a bright- 
faced messenger responded to the summons. 

“Good morning, sir,” he said. 

“Good morning, Ted. Take this note to the 
given, and wait for an answer.” 

The boy’s destination was Liberty street, and, as he en- 
tered the building designated by the inscription on the 
message, he paused before a door bearing the name: 


Se BOLD 


The reader of former numbers will at once recall the 
familiar name, and the little office where the prince of de- 
tectives was wont to masquerade in the garb of the old 
countryman, with the ever-present straw in one corner of 
his mouth. 

The messenger unhesitatingly pushed open the dapr and 


address 


has been in my service for a long time.” 

“Yes, I see. His name, please,” and the superintendent 
made a careful note of the facts which the bank president 
had stated. 

“Prosper Eaton.” 

“Very good. Now, let me see. 
cover that these securities were missing ?” 
“Less than an hour ago.” 


stepped into the room. 

The singular appearance of the quaint individual struck 
the lad as being something unusual, and he hesitated for 
a moment before addressing the occupant of the room. 

The silence was broken by Nick Carter, who leaned 
back in his chair, pushed his arms deep down into the 


When did you first dis- | pockets of his checkered pants, and said: 


(a9 Wal o” 
“ Are you Mr. T. Bolt?” 


ra 
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“Sometimes,” answered the devective. ‘“ Why ?” | Fora moment the detective gazed at the handkerchief, 
“T have a message for you.” ; when he discovered in one corner, neatly embroidered in 


““Who from ?” 

“Superintendent Byrnes.” 

Um!" and Nick extended his hand, and received the 
note. 

At the first glance he saw that the handwriting was 
genuine, and in a twinkling he tore open the envelope and 
read the following : 


“Come up to the office. I have a case for you out of town.” 


The boy stood waiting for the reply which the superin- 
tendent had instructed him to bring, and, as the detect- 
ive finished reading the brief message, he turned to the 
messenger. 

“Say, ‘all right,’” he said, and, with a word of acknowl- 
edgment, the boy left. 

Then the detective arose from his chair, and proceeded 
to alter his disguise. 

Ten minutes later, when he left the room, one would not! 
have recognized the detective as being the same man 
whom the messenger left sitting at the desk in the little 
office on Liberty street. 

“Good morning, Superintendent.” 

“Good morning, Nick. I see you are all ready to attend 
to the little matter which I have on hand,” and he handed 
Nick the telegram. 

“Yes, if it doesn’t call for a trip to China or the moon.” 

“Tt is only a short trip, but evidently you are wanted, 
judging by the call from Superintendent Deitsch.” 

“Presumably,” mused Nick, as he read the telegram. 

‘“You will attend to it?” 

“ Yes. Let me see. I can get a train at 12:10, and I have 
just time to catch it. Good day,” and the Little Giant, 
hastened from the office, caught a car which took him to 
the ferry, and was soon in Jersey City, in season to catch 
the out-going train. 

Nick arranged himself comfortably in his seat, and pre- 
pared to take as much rest as he could before entering 
upou this new case, the nature of which he was left to 
surmise. 

He had been busy, turning over in.his mind the possi- 
bilities which the future might have in store for him, for 
about a half hour, when the low, earnest conversation of 
two men in the seat immediately in front of him attracted 
his attention. 

It was evident that they were deeply interested in the 
topic upon which they were holding a discussion. 

Nick was awake to the situation at once, and_ by inclin- 
ing his head forward upon his coat, which he had ar- 
ranged by the window, he could catch an occasional word 
of the conversation. 

The word ‘‘Cincinnati” was one of the first he heard, 
and by degrees he caught the drift of their conversation. 

The men were two noted crooks, who had for some time 
evaded the authorities of Gotham, and who were now 
leaving for some field where they were not so badly 
wanted. 

Nick had never seen either of the men, but he knew at 
once that one of them wore a false beard, and his compan- 
ion had recently had his removed, 

The latter’s face was perfectly smooth, and the lighter 
complexion of his skin, where the razor had done its work, 
told Nick’s practiced eye that the man had heretofore 
sported a heavy beard and mustache. 

This fact was further proven by the movements of the 
man, who now and then made the attempt to seize his 
mustache, seeming to forget that it was not there. 

“T’ll keep an eye on you, gentlemen,” thought Nick, 
“ for you may both be of future service to me,” and as the | 
conversation between the two finally began to lag, each 
man plainly showing an inclination to sleep, Nick’ 
watched them from between his half-closed eyelids, and 
thus musing and watching, he fell into a refreshing sleep. | 
_ How long he slept'he did not know, but suddenly he 
awoke with a start. 

Without moving, he glanced about him. 

Nothing unusual attracted his attention until his eyes 
rested on the two men in the seat before him. 

Beneath the head of the one who wore the false beard | 
was a handkerchief of fine texture and superior quality. 


fancy silk, in Old English, the letter Z. 

Hardly had he made out the letter when the handker- 
chief was suddenly removed. 

In an instant Nick was apparently sound asleep. 


CHAPTER II. 
NICK AT WORK. 


“Good morning, Carter; I am glad to see you.” 

“You expected that I would come?” 

“Yes, if you were at liberty.” 

“Well, you chanced to catch me.” 

“T realized that my chance was but slight when I sent 
the message.” 

“Well, Mr. Deitsch, what is the case? For once I am 
starting in blind.” 

“The case is robbery, and at present but four persons, 
besides the burglars, know of the crime.” 

“And these persons are you and myself, and—— ?” 

“The bank president and his cashier,” answered Super- 
intendent Deitsch 

“Ah! A bank, then?” 

4c Yes. 9 

“What bank ?” 

“The Commercial-Upland.” 

“Philip Bayne, President?” 

‘““What, you know him ?” 

“T have heard of him.” 

“Tn connection with this case ?” 

“Oh, no. I was not aware that he was in any way 
connected with my summons to Cincinnati.” 

“Well, he is the party who has been robbed.” 

‘‘Himself, or the bank ?” 

“In fact it is himself, yet the papers were stolen from 
the bank vault.” 

“You say papers. What were they ?” 

“ Government securities.” 

“How much value did they represent?” 

“Seventy thousand dollars.” 

‘“Of course he had the numbers of the bonds?” 

(<4 No. 7 

“What !” 

“Not a number.” 

“How did that happen ?” 

“The bonds were not his property, and were placed in 
the vault only temporarily, for safe keeping.” 

“To whom did they belong?” 

“T cannot tell you.” 

“Did you not ask him ?” 

“No; I neglected to do so.” 

‘‘How was the safe entered ? 

‘*By the door.” 

“When 2?” 

“Some time during the night before last.” 

“ And who discovered the robbery ?” 

“President Bayne.” 

“When ?” 

“YVesterday morning.” 

“Was he the first to arrive at the bank 2” 

(a9 No. ” r : 

“How, then, was it that he made the discovery ?” 

‘*Nobody else had chanced to do so.” 

“Why, was not the safe cracked ?” 

66 No.” 

“Then the burglar got in by some other means.” 

“Simply by working the combination.” : 

“Ts that a fact?” asked Nick, as a look of perplexity 
spread over his face. 

“So Mr. Bayne told me.” ; 

“You say no one knows of the theft except President 
Bayne and his cashier ?” 

“Hxactly.” 

“Then no one else had the combination ?” 

& Yes.” 

“ Whom ?” 

“A trusted clerk.” 

“Ah! we will go to the bank.” : 


’ 
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“Very well, Mr. Carter.” 

“ By the way, I shalt assume a favorite disguise in this 
case, and in order to handle it to the best advantage, I 
wish first to visit the bank alone.” 

“Suit your pleasure.” 

“T will return shortly, that you may accompany me 
around and introduce me.” 

“All right, Carter, handle it just as you are disposed.” 

a Thanks. Now, if you will give mea room for a few 
minutes I will change my make-up a trifle.” 

Nick was shown into a little private office, and, in an 
incredibly short time he re-entered the superintendent’s 
office in the character of Old Thunderbolt. 

At first, the superintendent was hardly inclined to 
credit the metamorphosis, but Nick laughingly satisfied 
his incredulity, and left the building. 

When he reached Third street he occasionally paused 
and gazed into a window, or studiously observed the glit- 
tering broker’s signs, which were upon every hand. 

At last he stopped short before a massive building, 
upon which he read the legend : 


“THE COMMIERCIAL-UPLAND BANK OF CINCINNATI.” 


“That ere’s good enough fur me,” he muttered, half 
aloud, as he hesitatingly entered the bank. 

A large glass aoor opened into a roomy vestibule, and 
here two or three office-boys were in waiting. 

As the old farmer pushed open the door and shambled 
into their presence, one of the boys quickly arose and 
advanced toward him. ‘ 

*‘ Be yew the office-boy ?”. queried Nick. 

SA am.) Sins") 

“Can yew tell the president, Mr.—Mr.—_— 

“ Bayne,” supplied the lad, as the detective paused, ap- 
parently having forgotten the name. 

“Ves, that’s it. Mr. Bayne; it’s strange how I dis- 
remember names. Can yew tell Mr. Bayne that a gentle- 
man wants tew see him on a little matter of importance?” 

‘*Ves, sir; but at present he is engaged.” 

“Mnen Ill go tew some other bank, I guess, for I don’t 
want tew trust my business to nobody but the head 
of the consarn.” 

‘““Wait a moment, please,” quickly answered the boy, 
as Nick turned as though to leave. 

“What dew yew v want?” 

“7 will go to Mr. Bayne, but he told me he could receive 
noone to-day, as he was busy.’ 

‘‘Then perhaps vew had better not disturb him.” 

“Who shall I tell him wishes to see him ? 

“ Jest say a gentleman on a matter of importance.’ 

“ All right, sir, just wait a moment, and I will be ee 
And Nick took a seat while the office:boy passed through 
a little wicket door at the farther end of the vestibule. 

Nick took in the interior of the room at a quick glance. 

On the right were the main banking rooms, the win- 
dows opening on the street and strongly guarded by a 
heavy grating of wrought-iron bars, sufficiently large 
and close together to preclude a possible burglarious 
attempt. 

On the left were the offices of the book-keeper and gen- 
eral accountants. 

As the detective sat waiting, the little wicket door 
opened, and the office-boy re-anpeared. 

“Mr. Bayne will see you, sir,” he said. “Please step 
this way.” 

Nick arose and followed the Jad toward the door, 
through which they passed,’and the detective was usher ed 
into the presence of the banker. 

At the first sight of his caller. a shade of disappoint- 

ment anpeared upon President Bayne’s features, and, as 
he motioned the detective to a seat, he suddenly be- 
thovght himself. 

Was not this the man he was expecting, after all? 

“Does Mr. Deitsch send you,” he asked ? 

The grizzly chin of the detective dronped in a manner 
showing that he did not comprehend the meaning of the | 
banker’s question. } 

He gazed fixedly at his interrogater, and simply re- 
plied : 

“Wh? What?” 

“ Are you not the detective?” 


— 


The old man’s eyes opened wider in bewilderment, and 
he shook his head. 

“Detective! Law, what dew yew mean, Mister Payee 
What abouta detective ?” 

“Hxcuse me,” quickly replied the banker, “I beg your 
pardon, but I was expecting another gentleman. What 

ean I do for you?” 

“ Yew have broke me up so’s I dunno what I dew want.” 

“You told the boy you had business of importance.” 

“Oh, yes. -Um, wal, yew see I have a little money that 
I want tew invest, and Mister Briggs told me that the 
best thing I could dew was to come tew yew.” 

“Walter Briggs; oh, yes, he has an account with us.” 

“Yas, he said so.” 

* You live near him in. Covington, I presume?” asked 
the banker. 

*ONO, ont. 

“Oh, I see; an acquaintance from elsewhere?” 

66 Yas. PP 

“ Well, I think I can show you ‘some good investments.” 

“That’s what I’m lookin’ for.” 

“How 1 uch do you think of investing ?” 

“Wal, i had erbout a hundred thousan’ in one thing 
and another.” 
“Securities ?” 

“Yas, part on’t; 
about.” 

“Why ?” 

“Cause it’s in a savings-bank, and JI don’t like tew 
trust my money tew cashiers and sitch. Yew see, it 
ain’t safe, nohow, and some on’em might take it intew 
their heads tew git out all of a suddin,’ an’ then where ig 
yere money ?” 

“There is logic in what you say.” 

“Dew yew think there is any danger in havin’ valu- 
ables in banks, anyway ?” 

“Well, itis said that no lock is made that can with- 
stand the skill of the leading cracksmen.’ 

“But yew are protected ag’ir sitch, ain’t yew ?” 

“We are as well protected as the best skill of the 
country can afford.” 

“Never had nobody smash intew your place here, did 
yew an 

“Hardly,” aiiswered the president in an evasive tone. 

It was perfectly plain to Nick that the man suspected 
that his unguarded remark, when Nick had first entered, 
had aroused a suspicion in the breast of the old capitalist. 

“Wal, I want my money where it’ll be safe, of course, 
and if yew are sure yew can fix it so I’ll be safe tew dew 
so, Ill leave some papers with yew and draw ny money 
out of the savings bank and let yew invest it for me.” 

“Wecanrent you a private steel box in our burglar 
proof vault, which will make your papers doubly secure, 
as no one can get at them but yourself.” 

“How’s that? Yew see yew will have tew excuse me, 
as lam not up,to all your new-fangled notions, and yew 
will have tew be sort of plain- spoken like, tew give mea 
good idea of what yew mean.’ 

“T see, Mr.—what muy I call your name?” and the 
banker paused, as Nick hastened to reply. 

“Wal, wal. Now, if that ain’t fergetful of me. Juni- 
per—Joshua Juniper.” 

:“Yes, Mr. Juniper. Possibly the best way I can ex- 
plain the matter to you will be to show you the manner 
in which we protect depositors,” and the banker touched 
an electric button on his desk, when, almost immediately, 
the door leading to the main banking room opened, and a 
young man of striking appearance entered the room. 

He was tall and perfectly proportioned, and the general 
appearance of the clerk was that of a man of firm princi- 
ples and honest, upright character, 

“Mr. Katon, vou will show this gentleman the private 
boxes, and if he wishes one, assign it to him. He will 
probably become a depositor. and you will give hima 
general idea of our methods of doing business. Mr. Jun- 
iper. you will excuse me, for I am expecting a gentleman 
every moment.” 

“Oh, yes; the detective yew spoke about. I see.” 

And as he made this remark Nick watched every move- 
ment of the t=wo men without appearing to be doing so. 

The banker half rose from his chair; his face pale as 


and part on’t I don’t feel so secure 
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ashes, and his hands clutching the heavy table pétore 
him for support, while the clerk glanced from one to the peared to feel perfectly at ease. 
other of the men in perfect bewilderment. Not once did they manifest any anxiety about their 
His face was a study. being followed, and Nick soon saw that they were heading 
Cold and firm as marble, he looked at the banker, and, | for ‘“ Deer Cr eek Valley.” 
as the latter sank back into his seat, a flush of desperate| He patiently followed them, and at last saw them enter 
crimson mounted his cheeks. a low saloon on Gilbert street. 
He looked inquiringly at the president. “IT shall know where to find you, should occasion re- 
“Prosper, I want you to come here after you are done | quire,” and turning on his heel, the detective hastened to 
with Mr. Juniper. J wish to talk with you,” and, with a| Eggleston avenue, where he hailed a passing cab. 
bow, the clerk left the banker’s presence, and usher ed| ‘Take me to Eighth street and Centra) avenue,” he 
Nick into the big room, where stood the great bank vault. | replied to the driver’s question as to where he wished to 
go, and in less than ten minutes he stood in the presence 
of the genial superintendent of police. 


. “ Well, what luck, Carter?” 
I 4 
tera ath “Fair. I will be ready in a moment,” and Nick bey ew 
NICK’S QUICK WORK. aside his Old Thunderbot disguise, and in the character 


of a plain, every-day business detective, he was soon 
As Nick entered the cash-room his eyes took in every |ready to return to the bank. 


detail of its interior. The tower clock on the City Hall was just striking 

The place was a veritable fortress, so effectually was|/twelve as the detective entered a carriage, accompanied 
it guarded upon every side. by the superintendent, and they were driven away toward 

A burlgar who sought to enter here, must first find|the bank. 
some other means of ingress than that or dinarily em-| “Will we find him in?” asked the officer, as Nick 
ployed in bank breaking. glanced up at the clock. 

The vault was a superb piece of work. “Yes; and the best time too, by far, to investigate the 

It was built of wrought iron, of three thicknesses, and | matter, as banking hours are passed, and we will be free 
incased in solid walls of masonry above and around it. from interruption.” 

The floor was of heavy blocks of granite setin cement,; When they reached the building, Superintendent 
and solid as the foundation of the bank itself. Deitsch stepped quickly to a side door, and pressed an 

Two massive doors swung outward from the front of! electric button. 
the huge vault, while a heavy inner door, of angled-steel, Ina moment the door swung open, and he motioned 
swung into the vault itself. | Nick to follow him. 

Toward the great safe the clerk conducted Nick, and, They entered and passed through a long, narrow pas- 
inside, he showed the detective the tiers of private boxes, | sage, directly to the room in which Nick had met the 
explaining the.method of getting into them. bank president but a short time before. 

“You see, we have what we call a king key, Mr. Juni-| The door was thrown open, and Philip Bayne stood: be- 


per,” and the clerk produced a key, which he inserted in | fore them. 

the lock of one of the boxes. “This we use to set the lock He extended his hand to. the officer, saying: 

so that the key which a depositor has will unlock the; “Enter, gentlemen,” and the superintendent turned 
combination, then we can open this little steel door, you | and replied : 

see, and take out the box, which is also locked, and the “Permit me to introduce the gentleman from New 
key to which the depositor holds. York. Mr. Nicholas Carter, this is Mr. Philip Bayne, the 

“We then hand him the box and he can take it to the| president of the Commercial-Upland Bank, who will 
little room outside, which is designed expressly for de-|state to you any facts which he may deem necessary in 
positors, and there open it and take out or place in it such} placing this case in your hands. Mr. Bayne, here is the 
valuables as he chooses. Thus, you see, the whole thing| best man, for a job of this kind, in the United States, 
is absolutely safe.” and I will wager that Mr. Carter has the mystery solved 

“T see, yes. And do yew have lots of box-renters ?” inside of two days.” 

“Oh, yes. Let me see,” and the clerk’s eyes ran hastily Ls ae Thanks, but isn’t that rather a short time to give a 
over the faces of the boxes—“ there are only nine vacant;man on a case concerning which he knows almost 
at present.” 'nothing ?” 

“Wal, yew dew, I vum, and I guess I’ll take one, but I} “But I shall be ready to back up my wager.” 
kinder felt skeery like when Mister Bayne spoke about! ‘Then I must make an éffort to get at the bottom of this 
the detective. You hain’t been robbed nor nuthin’, have|affair in short order,” said Nick. “Mr. Bayne, will you 
yew, that he has a detective comin’ here?” and Nick| kindly state all the facts, so far as you know, which may 
looked the clerk squarely in the eye, as the answer came. have a bearing on this case 2?” 

“Robbed! Heavens, no! Who suggested such a| “Certainly. Butin the first place, permit me to intro« 
thing 2” é duce my cashier, Mr. Edgar Wyman, and my head clerk, 

“Oh, nobody, only I thort it kinder peculiar tew have|Mr. Prosper Eaton. Gentlemen, this is Mr. Nicholas 
the president talkin’ erbout detectives. But I’ll take a|Carter, a detective who will make an effort to discover 
box, Mister Eaton. I believe he called yew, and will yew|the whereabouts of the missing papers,” and the banker 
jest say to Mr. Bayne that I’ll call again in a day or two,|turned toward the two men, with whom he had been in 
and see him about them securities.” {conversation when Nick and the officer arrived. 

And after having placed some papers in his box, and; The great detective observed the haughty manner in 


receiving the keys, Nick hastened from the bank. which the clerk received him, and he was at a loss, fora 


“Tt is plain that Prosper Eaton is as innocent of this|moment, to apprehend the meaning of the great change 
affair as he is unmistakably ignorant of it all, and, when| which had taken place in the young man’s appearance, 
I return I will probably learn more concerning this mat-:since he left the bank, a little more than half an hour 
ter than is yet apparent on the surface,” and the great! before. 
detective hurried toward the City Hall, which was per | But it was not long before he discovered the cause of 
eral blocks away. the change, and at once he felt a deep sympathy for the 

He had proceeded but a short distance, when he met| young clerk. 
two men, whose appearance seemed strikingly familiar,| The two men retired and left Nick alone with the 
and, as he gave -tthem the second look, he suddenly be-| banker and the superintendent. 


thought himself. “No doubt Mr. Deitsch has given you all of the prinei- 
They were the passengers who came from New York| pal facts of the case, Mr. Carter,” began the banker. 
with him. “Ves, but there is much yet which I must learn before 


“They are steering for a dive,” mused Nick, “and I will; I can establish any base to work upon.” 


se> where they hold out.” “Very well, then, I will give you any information you 


So saying, he turned about and crossed the street. may desire.” 


It was an easy matter to shadow them, for they ap- 


ee 


“Well, in the first place, to whom did the missing bonds |. “To whom did you rent’ a box on the day before yes- 


belong ?” i terday ?” 
“To a widow, who left them in my vault, for safe “To an old depositor, who had never had a box, and 
keeping.” who brought a bundle of documents, which I suggested 
“T see. She had no private box ?” he put in a private box.” 
“ING; SIT”: “ And he did ?” 
“ How long had you had them ?” 7 * Yes, Sirs?’ 
“Nearly, or quite a month.” “Did you take him into the vault to show him the 
“And you saw them last, when ?”, boxes 2?” 
“On the day before yesterday.” AT did. 
“What time in the day was it when you last saw them?”| “Did he put the papers in his box there in the vault, 
“In the morning.” or did he retire to the little private room outside ?” 
“Harly in the morning?” “He put them in in the vault.” 
“Yes. About ten-fifteen, I should say.” | “And youimmediately returned the box to its place?” 
“ And did you visit the vault after that?” aid. 7 
‘*T did not.” “ He did not take it out again ?” 
“ And you could not say whether they were there when! ‘No, sir.” 
the vault was closed for the night?” “Are you sure that he took no papers with him when 
“T could not.” he left the vault?” 
“Who closed the safe?” | a Ree hc 0 Wat 
“Mr. Eaton, as usual.” “What do you mean, Mr.’Carter?: The man who hired 
“Was any one else present when the safe was locked?” that box has dealt with me for years, and there is not a 
‘Yes, sir. Mr. Wyman remained, and together he and ' dishonest hair in his head,” exclaimed President Bayne. 
the clerk left the building.” “Smart and active, is he not?” 
“Could neither of these men state whether the package| ‘‘He is avery busy man.” 
was there when the safe was closed?” | “Please give me his name and business address.” 
“They positively have no recollection of it, either of| “Certainly. H. T. Shaw, one hundred and three and 
them.” ‘one half Walnut street.” 
“Then if may or may not have been there when the| “Very well. Iam going to take hold of the case now, 
safe was locked.” and until I see you again, good-day,” and Nick moved 
“That we will admit.” itoward the door, closely followed by the banker. 
“Granting, then, that it may have disappeared during| ‘‘When shall I see you again, Mr. Carter?” he asked. 
the day, you can see that, even then, no one may have; “J cannot tell you,” answered Nick, as he turned from 
entered the bank and opened the safe by means of the the building. ’ 
combination.” 
“Well,” answered the banker, in a puzzled tone, “how Mi pena 
are you going to account for it, anyway ?” 
ms Peat se ihe to be seen,” replied Nick, as he bowed eee ater ch 
his head for a moment. THE BOBBERY OF THE COMMERCIAL-UPLAND BANK. 
“You say that only three men knew the combination | 
to the safe?” continued Nick. | Nick Carter waited until they had gone some distance 
The banker nodded. 'from the banking-house before he turned to his com- 
“Then if the combination was used to get into that safe, panion. 
one of those three men must naturally have used it.” ' Superintendent Dietsch had not spoken since they 


“No, no; you can hardly say that, Carter, for I would stepped upon the street, but was studiously regarding 
as soon suspect myself as either of the two men in Nick, who was to all appearances as free from thought, 


question.” /and as unconcerned as a society swell out for a stroll. 
“But who else could it be, and besides, why did you; Suddenly Nick exclaimed : 

withhold the facts from your clerk, if you placed such| ‘Superintendent, does this case puzzle you?” 

implicit confidence in him ?” “Well, Carter,” responded the officer, “I can only see 
“Well, laid it only asa matter of policy, for I wished a plain case of robbery in it, and yet the circumstances 

to keep the matter as quiet as possible.” | puzzle me.” 


“T gee, but you did a grave wrong in not speaking of; “It is reasonable that they should,” replied Nick, “but 
the matter to the young man at the time, for now he can: you will see it all cleared up duly, J think.” 
but feel hurt at the apparent shadow of a suspicion! ‘Then you have a clew.” 
which you gave him reason to believe you entertained.” | “Possibly a slight one.” 

“‘T am sorry that such is the case, for in reality I could} “You do not think the safe was operated upon by bur- 
hot believe it of Prosper; he is a perfectly honest, upright glars?” 


young man.” “Certainly not.” 
“Vou rent a great many private boxes, do you not? ‘‘And but three men knew the combination by which 
“Yes, we do.” - |it was ojened.” 
“ And you attend to this matter yourself?” Nos” 
“Oh, no; that is intrusted entirely to the clerk,| ‘Then one of the three must be involved ?” 
Prosper.” “No,” 
“ Will you show me the vault?” The superintendent paused abruptly, and regarded the 
“Oh, yes, certainly,” and the banker rose and stepped detective. 
into the main banking-room, where the vault door stood| “No! Surely you did not say no?” 
open, as it had been when Nick left. “T did say no.” : 
“Where were the missing bonds put?” asked Nick, as, “You surprise me.” 
the three men stood in the center of the great vault. | ‘How so? Which one of the men would you settle upon 
“Here. They have always laid in this little recess. as being the guilty party ?” 
since I put them there myself on the day that I received; “Why, the clerk, or——” 
them.” “Well, why do you name the clerk 2” 
“T see. You can tell me when you rented the last box! ‘Because it seems most probable that he is the guiltv 
here, can you not?” | party.” 


“What, then, of President Bayne himself? It would ap- 


“Ves, one was rented to-day.” 
pear that he was the first to discover the absence of the 


*“ And the last before that?” 


“The day before yesterday.” ‘missing bonds.” 

“Soe here, Mr. Eaton,” spoke Nick, as the clerk entered; ‘‘One could hardly suspect the banker of robbing him- 
the cash-room at that moment. self.” 

AV O8, (810s: “Tt has been done,” coolly answered Nick. 


Bt nanan mt ory 
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“What! You do not suspect Bayne of having done 
such a thing?” 

“T told you I did not think either man was involved. I 
would as soon suspect Cashier Wyman as either of them.” 

*“Tmpossible! Wyman is above reproach. There is not 
aman with a cleaner record or character in Cincinnati.” 

“Granted. But here is number 103 1-2 and I want to 
stop here a moment; I wish to see Mr. Shaw.” 

Nick entered the building, and paused before the door 
of an office bearing the name: 

ES LS ELANY, 
“Real Estate.” 

“Ah, a land-shark,” thought Nick, as he opened the 
door and passed inside. 

A clerk rose from a desk, and advanced to meet him, 
and Nick quickly asked : 

“Is Mr. Shaw in?” 

“No, sir, he is not. Is there anything I can do for you?” 

“ Hardly ; I wished to see Mr. Shaw. When wil] he be 
in?” 

“Well, sir, he is out of town, and I donot know when 
he will be back.” 

“Then, when did he leave town ?” 

“Yesterday morning.” 

“Don’t know when he will return, eh?” 

“No, sir, I do not.” 

“Gone far?” 

“T hardly think so.” 

“Well, do you know where he has gone?” 

“Well, you see, er—well, yes, I do, but our business is 
such that, you see, we have to keep it private sometimes, 
and Mr. Shaw is away on a litele private business just 
now,” and having thus volunteered the explanation the 
clerk looked at Nick as much as to say: 

“Well, old inquisitiveness, what more do you wish me 
to tell you?” 

“Can you tell me if he expects to come back at all?” 
asked Nik, in a cool, significant manner, which evidently 
had the desired effect on the ‘‘smart” young clerk. 

“Why, yes,” came the reply as the young man looked 
at the detective as though puzzled to know the meaning 
of the last question, “certainly he will come back.” 

“Well, when?” 

The question was put in that tone which had made 
Nick famous among criminals, but few men could stand 
the pressure which.it brought to bear upon them. 

The clerk looked almost startled. 

“To—to-night,” he stammered. 

“At what time?” 

“ About eight o’clock.” 

“ Where is he?” 

“Gone to Cleveland.” 

“What for?” 

“On a real estate deal.” 

“Ts that right?” 

“FWact, sure,” answered the clerk. 

“Well, I want to see him here at precisely ten o’clock 
to-morrow.” 

“Ves, sir. Who shall I tell him called ?” 

“ He will be here, will he?” 

“T think he will.” 

“Do not fail to have him here, for it is a matter of 
great importance to him,” and as Nick finished speaking 
he opened the door. 

“Good-day,” he said, “remember what I say,” and the 
Little Giant passed from the room, and joined the super- 
intendent upon the sidewalk. 

“Did you find him?” asked the officer. 

“No, he is out of town.” 

“Well, he isa busy one. Such aman as would hardly 
know where to find a spare moment.” 

“Let us get a lunch,” and the two men proceeded to the 
“Orawford,” where they discussed the situation overa 
hearty repast. 

It was a little before nine o’clock the following morn- 
ing when the Little Giant entered the City Hall and 
paused before the door of the Superintendent of Police. 

Some one was talking in an excited manner inside, and 
at first Nick hesitated about intruding, when suddenly 
he recognized the voice of the President of the Commer- 
cial-Upland Bank. 


He was saying: 

“Don’t wait a moment. Summon Carter at once, as I 
am aruined man unless this inatter is straightened out 
immediately,” and wondering what could have started 
the banker out thus early, Nick turned the knob and 
stepped into the room. 

“Good-morning, gentlemen; Iam here,” he said, and 
then he paused, and looked at the old banker. 

He was so changed that Nick could hardly realize that 
it was indeed Philip Bayne. 

His face was deadly pale; his eyes blood-shot, and 
beneath each a dark circle set off the deadly pallor of his 
skin. 

His countenance was drawn and haggard, and his voice 


i trembled as he turned to Nick and cried: 


“For God’s sake, Carter, help me. Iam robbed,” and 
weak and trembling the old banker staggered to a chair, 
while the detective stood regarding him. 

At first the Little Giant thought the old gentleman had 
become demented, with pondering over the disappearance 
of the bonds, and he quickly spoke in a reassuring tone: 

‘Pray be calm, Mr. Bayne. I think we will have the 
missing securities before noon.” 

“You do not understand him, Carter,” interposed the 
superintendent; “he has since been robbed, this time in 
earnest, for every available dollar in the big vault has 
been taken.” 

‘What !” exclaimed Nick, “when did this take place?” 

' “Some time last night,” gasped the banker, as he bowed 
his head upon his hand, and gazed dejectedly at the 
floor. 

“How was this robbery done?” 

“Precisely like the other.” 

“By means of the combination lock some one entered 
the vault ?” 

“Exactly.” 

“Who discovered it ?” 

ol Bara ra en 

‘“‘Were you first at the bank ?” 

“Ves, contrary to my usual custom, I left home and 
came to the bank fully two hours earlier than usual this 
morning. J thought I would have one more good search 
among the documents in the vault, and see if by any 
means the missing papers had been overlooked. 

“} reached the bank at a quarter past eight, and until I 
had opened the door of the big safe I was not aware that 
anything was wrong. But judge of my surprise, on 
throwing open the inner door to find everything in con- 
fusion; papers strewn about the floor, and every com- 
partment of the vault ransacked. 

“Tt was plainly the work of some one who had the com- 
bination, for everything besides the papers and missing 
funds was in perfect order, and, not a sign of the vault 
being tampered with anywhere.” 

“ Where were Cashier Wyman and the clerk, Mr. Eaton, 
last night?” 

“Mr. Wyman was at my house until nearly midnight, 
accompanied by his wife, and as to Prosper, I have not 
seen him this morning, so could give no account of his 
whereabouts.” 

“You do not suspect your clerk, Mr. Bayne?” asked 
Nick, ag he observed the tone of suspicion with which the 
banker spoke of Eaton. 

“No, I cannot this k it is he who has done this thing; 
but who can it be, Carter ?” 

“Well, if, as you say, there has been no tampering with 
the combination, and the vault has not been ‘cracked,’ 
then some one must have entered the safe by means of 
working the lock and opening the door. That, we will 
determine, if possible, by a careful investigation, and 
now if you will come with me we will see what we can 
make out of it,” and turning toward the door, Nick 
nodded to the superintendent. 

“T will see you again soon,” he said, and the door closed 
behind the Little Giant and President Bayne, as they 
hastened to the carriage. 

In a few moments they drew up before the side door of 
the banking-house, and the president quickly unlocked 
the door and ushered Nick into the building. 

“Vou will have about half an hour before the clerks 
arrive,” said the banker, “in which to see everything 
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precisely as the robber left it,” and he quickly threw 
open the ponderous door, and showed Nick the interior of 
the vault, which was, as he had said, in a perfect chaos. 

Buoks, papers, and documents of all description were 

 geattered about the floor in confusion, and here and there 
Nick saw upon several documents which he picked upa 
little spot of blood not larger than the head of a pin. 

“This is exactly as you found it, Mr. Bayne?” asked the 
detective. 

“ Precisely.” 

“ And the inner door wide open ?” 

“Oh, no. Iopened that myself, and left it so when I 
hastened away to find you.” 

“How much value has been taken 2” 

“T am sure [ cannot tell.” 

“Had you aquantity of valuable papers which are 
missing ?” 

“TI do not know what is missing among the papers, as I 
have not examined them, but the funds are all gone.” 

“How much do you estimate the amount of cash 
stolen ?” 

“Nearly or quite sixty thousand dollars.” 

“Then somebody has made a good haul, and it is plainly 
the work of a professional.” 

‘How so?” 

“Do you see that?” and Nick pointed to a bit of glisten- 
ing steel which lay, half hidden, among the scattered 
papers. 

The banker stooped and picked it up. 

“What is it?” he asked, quickly. 

“The broken end of a very hard drill,” answered Nick, 
and he took’ the fragment of steel in his hand and held it 
up to the light. 

A look of comprehension spread over his countenance 
as he exclaimed : 

“Ah, Mr. Bayne, I will show you something in a 
moment,” and the great detective began to move about 
the vault, bending low down to the floor, and poking the 
scattered papers here and there in his search about the 
room. 

At last he reached the front end of the vault where the 
door appeared to interfere with his examination, and he 
swung it too, to,get it out of his way. 

As he did so a low, grating noise, barely perceptible 
even to Nick’s. quick ear, caused him to pause and bend 
lower still to the granite floor. 

He caught hold of the heavy steel door, and swung it 
back again toward the wall of the vault, when he gave a 
little start: the bottom of the door grazed the granite 


rascals escape.” 


slab beneath it. 
“What are you looking at down there, Carter?” asked 


the banker, who had been intently watching Nick’s every 
move. 

“Tt seems to me this door swings close to the floor, 
does it not?” 

“ Yes, I ordered it so when the vault was built.” 

“Tid it ever rub?” 

“No, indeed !” 

Nick had carefully examined the spot on the granite 
block, where the door now touched it, and he saw that 
such was indeed the case, the door had heretofore swung 


clear. 
The Little Giant drew a powerful magnifying glass 


from his pocket and quickly examined the narrow crevice 


around the block of granite. : ae 
Then he rose to his feet with a gleam of satisfaction in 


his eyes. f ‘ ! 
“Mr. Bayne,” he exclaimed, “ we will find, on examina- 


tion, that burglars entered the vault by removing that 


block of granite.” 


“ How so?” 
“They have tunneled under the bank, and after pushing 


this block out, entered and secured their booty, after 
which they carefully pulled the block into place behind 
them. Guite effectually concealing their avenue of escape, 
and covering up the means by which the vault was 


entered.” a | i 
“How do you know this 1s so, Mr. Carter?” asked the 


i banker. : 
- “Do you see this bit of paper ¢ 
‘petween this block and the one beside it, and I will wager 


that that paper, from which I tore this scrap, is the direct 
cause of the block not falling into place perfectly, and 
this is the reason why the door rubs upon it.” 


“Then let us to work at once, for we must not let the 


“Do. not be hasty. I think I know the authors of the 


criwe, and can put my hand upon them,” and the Little 
Giant put a delicate linen handkerchief in his pocket, 
which he had picked up from among the scattered papers. 


Upon one corner he had discovered the strange letter Z. 


CHAPTER V. 
AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY. 
As the detective ceased speaking he slipped toward the 


vault door, and emerged into the bank just as Prosper 
Eaton unlocked the door and entered from the street. 


When he discovered that there was some one inside the 


cash-room a pallor spread over his face, and he hastily 


unlocked the heavy door and entered, only to be suddenly 


confronted by Nick and the bank president. 


“What has happened?” he gasped, as he took in the 
fact at a glance that something unusual had transpired. 

“Prosper, we have been robbed,” exclaimed the presi- 
dent, as he advanced to the side of his faithful clerk, “and 
I am happy vo say that, unless it had been for Mr. Carter 
here, ‘the whole matter would appear to lay between the 
three men who knew the combination of the vault lock.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Come and see,” and as the banker led the way to the 
big safe doors, he said : 

“See if you can find any trace of the methods employed - 
by burglars, in getting inside the vault.” 

After a minute examination of the doors and interior of 
the vault, the clerk remarked : 

“Well, I can’t see any sign of burglary, except that the 
funds are missing, and papers and books strewn about 
the floor.” 

‘No, you cannot see how the burglar entered the 
vault?” 

“Indeed I do not.” 

“Then you can plainly see how matters would have 
stood if Mr. Carter had rot been at hand.” 

“Ves, it would have lain between Mr. Wyman, you, 
and myself.” 

“Yes, Prosper, you perceive the situation in which we 
would all have been placed; explanations would have 
been unnecessary, and as Wyman was at my house with 
his wife until close to midnight, it would have remained 
for you to have shown your whereabouts.” 

As the banker made this remark Nick observed a 
strange look pass over the clerk’s face, and he became 
pale as a ghost. 

“What shall we do for funds for the day?” he asked, 
abruptly. 

“Make a draft on the reserve, and I hope Mr. Carter 
will get matters arranged before Monday.” 

“Has hea clew?” asked the clerk, apparently 1n order 
to keep the banker from mentioning a subject which 
Nick plainly saw was uppermost in the young man’s 
mind. 

“There isa skeleton in his closet somewhere, and he 
fears it will be brought out,” thought Nick, and turning 
to the banker he said : 

“This matter must be kept perfectly quiet to-day, for if 
the burglars are still in the city they would take alarm 
should anything get out so soon.” 

“Tt ghall be,” answered the banker. 

. “They will watch the bank carefully, and in order 
to keep up appearances I want you to hasten out 
in about a half hour, get a carriage, and drive to the City 
Hall: remain a few minutes, and return to the bank. 

“Ten minutes later the Superintendent of Police will 


call. 


of the forenoon you and Mr. Eaton with Cashier Wyman 


Tt was wedged fast 


will remain in the office; under no consideration will you 
leave the room, and give strict orders that you will see 


no one.” 
“Tt shall be as you say, Mr. Carter, although Saturday 


is a very busy day.” 


a 


“Take him into your private office, and for the balance © 
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‘“The success of my plan depends on following these 
instructions to the letter.” 
“They shall be followed.” 


“Why had you not told us?” 
“T did not think so much of it until this fellow called.” 
“Tt can’t be possible that this devil of a man-hunter has 


“Then I leave you for a time, and I hope to see you in| followed us to Cincinnati, can it?” 


running order Monday morning,” and the Little Giant 
glanced at the clock. 

It lacked but four minutes of ten. 

He hastened fron: the building, and walked rapidly up 
Walnut street; and just as the minute hand of his watch 
pointed to the hour he pushed open the door of the real 
estate broker’s office, and entered the room. 

A bustling, busy-appearing man advanced toward the 
door. 

“Ts this Mr. H. T. Shaw 2” asked the detective. 

“That is my name, sir. Are you the gentleman who 


“T am almost positive it is he.” 
“What shall we do?” 
(34 Why 2” ‘ 
My If it is Carter, he is ‘onto’ our little scheme before 
this.” 
“Then we are doomed.” 
“No, no. Don’t get discouraged nor frightened until 
you are sure about it.” 
“We can’t afford to wait. Let usleave the town this 
afternoon.” 
“Oh, say, hold on, Shaw, until we make sure it is the 


had an appointment with me at ten o’clock ?” | Little Giant, as they call him, and if it is let us put upa 
“Tam. {job on him.” 


“What can I do for you.” 
“You can meet me at the Commercial-Upland Bank 


.o4 How 2 
“Lead him on a bl nd trail, and throw him of the track 


and give me the information I seek at two o’clock this | entirely.” 


afternoon.” 

At the mention of the Commercial-Upland Bank the 
broker started violently, and looked the detective steadily 
in the eye. 

“They are closed during Saturday afternoon,” he an- 
swered. 

“But this matter must be attended to this afternoon, as 
I wish to leave the city Monday.” 

“What is the nature of the information you seek ?” 

“Financial, and a matter in which you will be inter- 
ested.” 

“Whom an I to see besides yourself?” 

‘*President Bayne.” 

“You said at two o’clock.” 

34 Yes. rh) 

“Why not attend to it right away, as I have an im- 
portant engagement this afternoon 2?” 

“Mr. Bayne cannot find time to attend to the matter 
until then.” 

The man paused, as though in a deep study. 

“Very well, I will attend to it at the appointed hour 
unless something happens.” 

“Don’t let anything happen,” and as Nick turned to 
leave the office he added : 

“T will expect you. Good-morning.” 

He closed the office door, and stepped toward the stairs, 


when aman ran quickly up from the street, and darted, | you.” 


into the room he had just left. 

The Little Giant turned like a flash, and hastened back | 
along the hall, to the second door beyond the broker’s 
office. 

He grasped the knob and turned it. 

The door was locked. 

He stooped and placed his eye to the key-hole; there 
was no key in the door. 

In atwinkling the little picklock was inserted in the 


-key-hole, and the door swung slowly open. 


Nick entered, and silently closed the door. 

Not asoul had witnessed his act, and as he closed the 
door he paused and listened. 

The murmur of voices from beyond the partition was 
plainly audible, and Nick stepped lightly to the door 
which communicated with the broker’s office. 

“T tell you it was a detective,” he heard the broker ex- 
claim, as he placed his ear to the key-hole. 

“Pshaw ! you are nervous,” came the reply, and there 
followed the sound of some one bringing his hands forci- 
bly together. 

‘‘A detective! Why, who could it be, man?” 

“T know of but one who would be at all likely to be ‘in 
it’ at this early date.” 

“Who is that?” 

“Nick Carter. 

“Nick Carter! Why, man, you must be crazy. Nick 
Carter is in New York at this moment.” 

“Ts he? Well, if Nick Carter is in New York then I 
saw his ghost yesterday.” 

“How so ?” 

“T saw aman here in Cincinnati who answered per- 


fectly to the description which Salter gave me of the: 
Little Giant in his Old Thunderbolt disguise.” 


“Perhaps you know how to do it.” 

4 T do.” 

“‘Then I will give you credit for being the sharpest 
crook in America.” 

“Thanks. But I can do it.” 

“T’ll bet you a dinner that he knows you are here in 
this room now.” 

“How so?” 

“He saw you come in here, and he has you spotted.” 

The quick moving of a chair followed, and Nick plainly 
heard a whisper. 

He looked quickly around the room, and for the first 
time took in the interior. 

In an instant he crossed the floor, and opened the door 
of a closet in the opposite corner. 

None too soon. 

Hardly had the door closed behind him when the door 
leading to the main effice was thrown open, and he heard 
a voice exclaim” | 

“You are away off, Shaw, for there is nobody here.” 

“Well, I’11 bet you money he has been here. Try the 
hall door.” 

Quick steps were heard, and ina moment an exclama- 
tion of surprise came to the Little Giant’s ears: 

“The door is not locked !” 

“What! ThenitisasI told you. Nick Carter is after 


“After me! You are not in it, are you?” 
“Me! No, I was in Cleveland yesterday.” 
“Tn Cleveland! - You did not leave the city at all?” 
“Humph! I can prove if.” 
“Who by? Stone? No. no, he is too much of & man to 
prove your alibi when you have w eakened.” 
“Weakened! Who has weakened ?” 
46 You.” 
“Itis a lie.” 
“Tut, careful. You must not talk that way.” 
“Tam going to talk as I choose.” 
“Very well, you possibly forget who holds the swag.” 
‘And you have not got the seventy thousand of govern- 
ment bonds yet, have you 2” 
“Well, no, but who cares? I am satisfied with our 
haul.” 
“But you will get caught.” 
“« And you——” 
“Will be O K.” 
“Tam going now.” 
“ And you will be watched.” 
“Pish! I don’t care that for Carter,” and the speaker 
snapped his fingers disdainfully as he spoke. 
“You will find that I am right.” 
“And you will find that Salter and I are away, and 
everything fixed by dark.” 
“Tll bet you you don’t get out of the city.” 
“Tll take your bet. How much do you wager ?” 
“My share of the swag.” 
“Tt’s a Zo.” 
“When do you leave ?” 
“On the six o’clock express for Chieago.” 
“You will not leave the city.” 
“ Are you turning traitor?” 


hee 


ie ASS SN Rp eh a eT LAs BOR) VEO e)) S'S oa TICLE aL SO RY SHEE ty) GANTT MLE 
eda Fay emesis ip Sa ARTO AN ENaC SOA AC Ce MT Une ae eo 


10 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


No. 95. 


“Traitor! No. But you will find the Little Giant in 
your face at every turn.” 

There followed a. moment of silence, then Shaw con- 
tinued : 

“Umph! What a fool you are, Berry.” 

“Granted.” 

“Then why do you try to disguise the fact that Carter 
ts after you?” 

“ Because I do not believe it.” 

This was the last of the conversation that Nick heard 
between the two men. 

They had returned to the main office as they talked, 
and the detective had taken advantage of the opportunity 
to slip out of the unused room, and hasten to the street. 

Five minutes later an old Italian rag-picker sauntered 
past the door, just as the crook descended the stairs. 

Hardly had he gone ten paces from the door when the 
rag-picker turned and moved along in the same direction. 

“JT will see if you leave the city at six o’clock,” mut- 
tered the ragged Italian, and beneath the grizzly beard 
the face of the Little Giant glowed with the first warmth 
of success, for he felt that he was now on the trail of the 
men who had so sgkillfuliy carried out the robbery of the 
impregnable Commercial-Upland Bank of Cincinnati. 


CHAPTER VI. 


NICK CLOSING IN. 


The crook, whom Nick now recognized as “Cracker” 
Berry, one of the most skillful safe crackers in the 
country, hurried along Walnut street, to the Esplanade, 
and crossed the square past the Tyler-Davidson fountain, 
and sprang on board a car on Main street. 

The Little Giant was at once satisfied that Berry’s des- 
tination was the saloon on Gilbert street, to which he had 
shadowed both men the day before, and without waiting 
to further observe the movements of the noted burglar, 
he turned toward Third street, and reached the vicinity 
of the bank just as Superintendent Deitsch arrived and 
entered the building. 

Hardly had he disappeared, when Nick, from a conven- 
ient place of observation, saw a man approach a hawker, 
and apparently engaged in trying to banter him on the 
price of some article which he exposed for sale. 

“ Ah, my fine fellow,” muttered Nick, “vou are playing 
a shrewd game, but I have got you and Berry dead to 
rights.” 

‘A moment later the man had made a purchase of a pair 
of leather shoe-strings, and turned away. 

He crossed the street and started toward the bank, 
when he suddenly paused and turned around. 

He looked toward the spot where the street peddler 
had been but a few seconds before, and a shadow of dis- 
appointment spread over his features. 

The vender had disappeared. 

“You forgot to tell him something, didn’t you, Salter ?” 
muttered Nick, as he observed the movement of the man 
and, as he turned again on his heel, and hastened toward 
the bank, the Little Giant followed him, and, in the dis- 
guise of an old man, with a bank-book in his hand, he 
was in the vestibule before the crook had crossed the 
floor. 

“Ts the president at liberty?” Nick heard him ask of 
the office-boy. 

“No, sir, he is very busy just now,” was the reply. 

“Perhaps I can see the cashier ?” 

“No, sir, Mr. Wyman is also engaged.” 

“Rather a busy day, I should judge,” he muttered. 
“Ts the head-clerk or assistant cashier or teller, or any- 
body, at liberty ?” 

“The head clerk, Mr. Eaton, is not at liberty, but the 
assistant cashier will attend to your wants sir,” and the 
boy pointed to the right. 

“Very well,” answered the crook, and he passed into 
the banking-room and approached the cashier’s window. 

Nick hurriedly told the boy that he wished to see Presi- 
dent Bayne, but if, he was engaged, he would wait, and 
he too, entered the bank. 

Salter was at the cashier’s window and Nick ap- 
proached close enough to see that his man was waiting 
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for a cashier’s check, then he turned to the desk upon 
one side of the narrow room, and dashed ‘off a note to 
Superintendent Deitsch. 


“Everything all right. Keep quiet. Will let you know when I want 


you. Nr 

He folded it and put it in one of the bank envelopes, 
and as Salter turned from the window, Nick approached. 

The crook passed directly from the room, and Nick 
said : 

‘‘Give this letter to President Bayne immediately. It 
is of vital importance.” 

“He gave orders not to be disturbed.” 

“This will not disturb him, and he expects it.” 

“Very well, sir,” and as the young man turned toward 
the banker’s private office, Nick hastily turned toward 
the street. 

He chanced to glance through the grated window, and, 
as he did so, he started. 

Salter was just entering a hack upon the opposite side 
of the street, and the detective knew that now the chase 
must begin in earnest. 

Bounding to the door, Nick threw it open and hastened 
to the street. The hack, with its occupant, was just 
turning into a narrow passage between Walnut and Main 
streets, and heading for the river. 

Nick bounded across the street, and without a mo- 
ment’s pause, pulled the powerful cutting nippers from 
his pocket, and clipped the light brass chain with which 
a safety bicycle was locked. 

The machine was tilted up against the front of a 
broker’s office, and as he pulled. it from its place, some 
one upon the inside of the heavy plate glass window 
rapped loudly upon the pane. 

The Little Giant barely turned his head, and, as he 
mounted the light machine, some one shouted to him 
from the door of the office: 

“Here! What are you doing?” 

“T’ll be back in ten minutes,” shouted Nick, as he spun 
around the corner, in close pursuit of the flying hack, 
while the same voice came faintly to his ears: 

“Stop, thief !” 

The Little Giant did not pause, but steadily pushed 
ahead, managing the bicycle with all the skill of an 
expert. 

Nearer and nearer he drew to the carriage containing 
the man he sought to capture, when an unexpected inci- 
dent occurred, which for a moment threatened to frus- 
trate the detective’s plans. 

As Nick turned the machine sharply to one side, to 
avoid a collision with a passing dray, the forward wheel 
came in contact with a small dog, which ran yelping 
from the sidewalk. 

The rate at which he was going, caused the light safety 
to at once overturn, and Nick was thrown forcibly from 
the seat; just as the voice of the pursuing owner of the 
bicycle came again to his ears: 

“Stop, thief !” 

Fearful, lest the commotion which this turn of affairs 
would make should attract the attention of his man, Nick 
sprang hastily away, leaving the bicycle to be recovered 
by its rightful owner, who came rushing down the narrow 
street like a madman. 

Nick could not suppress a smile at the excitement of the 
young broker’s clerk, although he realized that the ex- 
pedient he had thus adopted was one of the unpleasant 
situations in which a successful detective always finds 
himself at some critical moment. 

Salter’s hack was rapidly leaving him in the rear, and 
the Little Giant began to cast about him for some means — 
of transportation. 

Suddenly, Nick drew a long breath, as he plainly saw 
the carriage turn up to the curb and come toa sudden 
stop. 

Quickly the driver sprang to the sidewalk, and threw 
open the door, and had not Nick been the shrewdest of 
detectives, he wuuld have paused in amazement: for the 
hack-driver aided an old gentleman to alight from the 
carriage, and as the Little Giant drew near, in a com- 
pletely new disguise, the driver conducted his “fare” to- 
ward the door of a plain brick building, which the seem- 
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ing old gentleman entered, after having dismissed the| 
driver. . 

Nick sauntered slowly by, and as he passed the door, 
the sign “Furnished Rooms to Rent” greeted his eye. 

He paused and boldly advanced to the door. 

In response to his summons, a plainly-clad woman ap- 
pee’ at the door, and the Little Giant affected a polite 

ow. 

“Good-day, madame. I see you have furnished rooms to | 
let.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Are they expensively furnished, so that the rent is 
high ?” 

“Not particularly. Why?” 

“Because my salary is not large, and I must govern 
myself accordingly.” f 

Nick saw that the woman was closely regarding him, 
and as he rade this reply, she looked up suddenly and 
said : 

“You come as a stranger?” 

The Little Giant instantly realized that this strange 
salutation was possibly a pass-word of entry to the house, 
which, he now felt confident, was a resort of criminals, 
concealed under the modest outside guise of respectabil- 
ity. 

Unhesitatingly, he replied: 

“Tam neither a stranger nora beggar. If you have a 
furnished room at a moderate price, which I-can rent, I 
would like to talk with you. Otherwise I shall go else- 
where.” : 

At once the woman opened the door and said : 

“Tf you will step in, I will show you the rooms.” 

Nick entered. and was ushered into a comfortably fur- 
nished chamber, and at last succeeded in closing a bar- 
gain, paying for the room in advance. 

He told the woman that he would make arrangements 
to have his luggage brought around at once, and after 
having been. given a pass-key, he left the house, and 
started off at a brisk pace. 

Suddenly, he paused, and turning upon his heel, re- 
traced his steps to the house. 

He had not covered half the distance to the door, when 
a man approached, and inserted a key in the lock. 

The general build of the man was perfectly familiar to 
Nick, and the instant he set his eyes upon the new arrival 

the detective recognized him, in spite of the heavy beard 
and general disguise he wore. 

“Ah, Mr. Shaw! You cannot cover up your identity 
under that flimsy make-up,” muttered the Little Giant, 
as the real estate broker and all around crook passed into 
the house. 

Ten seconds later the detective entered the hall, but the 
man was nowhere in sight. 

Instead, the woman stood confronting him. 

“ Ah! Back again so soon?” she asked. | 

“Yes; I want to write two letters, and I thought I 
would come ba2k to my room and do so.” 

The answer appeared to satisfy the curiosity of the wo- 
man, who hastened to bring the necessary writing ma 
terials. 

A moment after Nick found himself alone in his room, 
and he turned to the door. 

Placing his ear close to the thin panel, he could plainly 
hear somebody breathing beyond the door, and a look of 
satisfaction spread over his face. 

“They suspect me, for she is listening to learn if I may 
not drop a word,” and Nick walked noisily up and down 
the room, muttering quite audibly : 

“Well, what shall I write Jim? I’ve gota good room 
and a fair job, and I think he might do as wellif he 
would only come. Why not ask him to. Ill do it!” he 
exclaimed, as he threw himself into his chair, and dipped 
the pen loudly in the ink bottle. 

Then he rose to his feet, and silently as a cat ap- 
proached the door. 

She was gone. 

Cautiously the great detective opened the door and 
passed out into the heavily carpeted hall. 

Silently.as a shadow he closed the door behind him. 

Suddenly, he paused, and gazed at the carpet. which 
covered the hall and’stairs. 


Pee RM EIR). SARIN ARORA MMPOG OER 


Sa as $0 TRAUB Se DIS te Palate CLS. 


At the head of the stairs the hall divided, and one sec- 
tion of the floor was covered with an ordinary, cheap car- 
peting, while the stairs themselves, and the other section 
of the hall were covered with heavy folds of carpeting, so 
ee no sound of passing feet could possibly be 

eard. 

“Ah! TI have it,” and the Little Giant stealthily crept 
along the hall, and up ashort flight of stairs, following 
a heavy carpeting aJl the way, until he paused before a 

oor. 

A voice greeted his ear from the roam beyond. 

“T tell you, Salter, Nick Carter is hot after us.” 

“Tt can’t be possible.” 

“Yes, it can,” interrupted the voice of a woman—a 
voice which the Little Giant instantly recognized as be- 
longing to his landlady, “he is after you, and is even at 
this moment inside this house.” 

The effect of this remark seemed strangely electrical, 
for there followed the sounds of quick movements beyond 
the door, and two husky voices exclaimed : 

“What !” 

“Yes ; I have let him the front room, and he is in there 
now. 

“ How do you know it is the Little Giant?” 

“Pish! Don’t you suppose I know Nick Carter? I’ve 
seen him too many times to be deceived by any of his dis- 
guises.” 

“Then the jig is up,” gasped Shaw. 

“Why so?” whispered the woman. “You are two to 
one. Goinand ‘csk,’” and a glitter of pleasure filled 
Shik eyes, as he calmly listened tothe plot to finish 
him. 

“Come on, my lads. Iam ready,” and the Little Giant 
hastened to his room. 


CHAPTER VIT. 
“a RACE FOR SEVENTY THOUSAND DOLLARS.” 


“Cling-clang !” 

As the Little Giant passed the head of the stairs there 
came a vigorous tug at the front deor-bell. 

Directly beyond the stair-way at the end of the hall, 
close beside the door of his room, was a large glass-front 
wardrobe, and into this the detective sprang, drawing 
the door silently to after him, just as some one down 
stairs answered the call at the door. 

The sound of hurried movements came to the Little 
Giant’s listening ears, the low tone of a man’s voice, and 
as he peered out from behind the curtained glass, he saw 
Cracker Berry run up the stair-way and hasten along the 
hall toward the room where Salter and Shaw-were wait- 
ing for him. 

“Now they are bunched, and this is my time,” thought 
Nick, as he cautiously opened the door, and hastened to- 
ward the room in which the plotters were congregated. 

They were three desperate men, but even this odds was 
only one-seventh of the number that the prince of detect- 
ives had been called upon to do battle with, and his ex- 
traordinary nerve did not desert him for an instant, as he 
creptalong the heavily-carpeted hallway. 

The murmur of voices came to his ear as he reached the 
door of the plotters’ room, and crouching to the floor, he 
placed his ear to the key-hole. 

“He must die,” were the words which came first to his 
ears, and then Salter asked : 

“ Where is the swag, Cracker ?” 

“I’ve got it solid.” 

“ Shipped 2” 

‘<3 Yes. 9 

“Which way ?” 

“The way we talked.” 

“Where am I coming in?” asked the real estate man, 
Shaw. 

“Oh, I guess you’ve got your share.” 

“Well, it’s not a fair divvy.” 

“But you’ve got tu put up with it, just the same.” 

“ And what of Luce *” 

The detective started. Here was a new pointer. 

“Fe’s all right.’ I saw him and fixed him,” came the re- 


l 
i 
) 


12 


ply in the voice of Salter, and at that instant the great 
detective realized that the climax had indeed arrived. 

He had been pressing his head firmly against the door, 
striving to catch every word of the conversation which 
passed between the three men, when the latch clicked 
sharply, and before he could recover himself, the Little 
Giant plunged forward into the room, directly among the 
trio of desperate men. 

He threw out his arms ina futile effort to recover his 
balance, but taken as he was at a great disadvantage, his 
powerful muscles could not save him. 

With a bound he was upon his feet, and before the 
startled crooks could realize what had taken place, Nick 
had them covered with a brace of revolvers. 

“Hands up! You are my prisoners.” 

The firm voice of the Little Giant rang through the 
room, and an exclamation of surprise from the man Salter 
alone answered to the stern command : 

“Nick Carter !” 

From the beginning he had really doubted that the Lit- 
tle Giant was on the case, but as soon as he beheld Nick 
in his natural element, he had no doubt remaining but 
that the man before them was indeed the prince of detect- 
ives. 

“Hands up!” 

Six hands went toward the ceiling almost simultane- 
oO isly. 

“Now, Berry, advance two paces and turn around !” 

The man did as directed, Nick meantime keeping Shaw 
and Salter well covered with one revolver, while with 
the other hand he snatched a pair of handcuffs from his 
pocket, as the burglar turned his back toward him, and 
quick as thought, he snapped the cold steel upon the ele- 
vated wrists. 

“ Crash !” 

With terrific force, a stunning blow fell upon the Little 
Giant’s head, and with a start and shudder the powerful 
man sank helplessly to the floor. 

“Well done, Luce!” exclaimed Salter, as he bounded 
forward to the side of the prostrate man. “Youdid a 
good job that time.” 

“Ves, I did, fora fact. 
eh ai 

“A fly cop! Why man, that is Nick Carter.” 

“Then he must be taken care of.” 

“Never fear, my fine fellow,” replied Salter, in an 
elated tone. ‘We will take good care that he don’t get 
the drop on us again,” and he drew a long, heavy cord 
from his pocket and quickly wound it about Nick’s -body 
in such a way as to make escape an apparent impossi- 
bility. 


Who is he, anyway ?. A fly cop, 


effects of the stunning blow, and without opening his 
eyes he remained perfectly quiet and listened to the hur- 
ried discussion which followed. 


“Now he is safe, what shall you do, Shaw, go or stay ?”. 
“Ts he dead 2” quickly asked the man addressed. as he) 


bent forward, and placed his hand over the Little Giant’s 
heart. 

“No, You said he was safe, Salter, but we never will 
be safe for an instant until he is dead.” 

«Well ?” 

‘‘He must not leave this house alive.” 

“That is fixed.” 

“ Flow 2” 

“ Jane is getting the quick-lime ready, and we’ll dump 
him into the cistern in a minute.” 

“ What have you done about the tunnel ?” 

“T have attended to that,” exclaimed the man who had 
so suddenly entered and dealt Nick the stunning blow 
which had thus placed him at their mercy. 

“Then we can all leave the city.” 

“ Would that be best?” 

“Why not? No one but Carter knew you and Berry 
were in town.” 

“Don’t be so positive of that,” answered Cracker Berry, 
who had been relieved of the bracelets which Nick had 


snapped upon his wrists. 

“ Why 9” 

“T believe he had told Deitsch.” 
“T don’t.” 
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‘Because he don’t tell anybody anything.” 

“That is so. Hello! here comes Jane. Have you got it 
ready ?” asked Salter, as the woman suddenly entered the 
room, from a narrow hall-way on the opposite side to the 
main door. . 

The woman’s face was a sight to behold. 

Her eyes sparkled and glittered like the orbs of a rep- 
tile, and her features were drawn in a frightful manner, 
as she answered : ’ 

“ Bring him on; the potis boiling, and in ten days not 
a vestige of this human blood-hound will remain to tell 
of his fate.” 

Nick quickly realized the gravity of his situation, and 
his fertile brain was busy devising some scheme by which 
he could foil this quintette of would-be assassins. : 

He did not for an instant propose to be duniped into a 
pit—buried in quick-lime, as he realized they intended 
should be his fate. 

Rasily, yet firmly, he tried the bonds, which were 
wound about him from shoulder to ankle. 

They resisted the efforts, and he quickly realized that 
the job had been skillfully done. 

Then he resolved to wait a moment and watch from be- 
tween his half-closed eyelids, the movements of this gang 
of land-pirates. 

“Take him up, boys,” commanded Salter, whom Nick 
had perceived was the recognized leader of the gang, 
“and come on down this way with him,” and he turned 
to follow the woman from the room. 

Berry and Shaw at ohfce stooped to pick the helpless de- 
tective from the floor, and the man whom they had ad- 
dressed as “Luce” came around to:aid them, when, for 
the first time, Nick got a good look at the fellow’s face. 

It was the street vender, whom he had seen but a short 
time before; in the vicinity of the bank. 

“Now, up with him,” and at the signal the three men 
raised Nick from the floor, and bere him rapidly down a 
narrow flight of stairs. 

They entered a long, narrow room, which, to all ap- 
pearances, had been designea for a basement laundry, 
and here, in the middle of the floor, was a dark opening 
about three feet square, and from it, acloud of vapor 
rolled upward into the room. 

‘Dump him in,” commanded Salter, and obedient to the 
command, the three men advanced toward the edge of 
the dark opening, when there suddenly transpired a scene 
which had not been announced in the tragedy which was 
about to be enacted. 

Up went the Little Giant’s feet into the air, and before 


i : , ithe startled men could realize what had taken place, Nick 
At that moment Nick regained consciousness from the) : , Leaicte 


turned a complete backward somersault, and landed 
squarely on his feet beside a portable clothes-rack, 
which stood near the wall. 

The act was performed so quickly that everybody stood 
spell-bound for a moment to see the body of the detective, 
whom they had supposed still unconscious, flying likea 
car-wheel through the air. 

But hardly had Nick struck his feet when the woman 
sprang toward him with an uplifted knife. 

“Die, curse you, Nick Carter!” she hissed, and she 
made a savage plunge at his breast. 

Nick watched the descending blow, and when the glist- 
ening weapon had almost reached him, he threw his body 
suddenly backward, both feet again rose in the air, and 
lighting squarely under the chin of the miserable hag, 
she was lifted from her feet, and thrown violently toward 
the center of the room. 

A loud ery escaped her lips; there followed a rush and 
a plunge, and Nick Carter stood among them—free. The 
knife had done its work, but in descending, it had only 
severed the strong cords which bound him. 

Like an electric flash, he was upon his feet. 

Nick’s fist shot out like a sledge hammer, and Luce, 
who was nearest him, went down like an ox. * 

Seizing the heavy clothes-rack, the Little Giant 
wrenched it violently apart, and asthe infuriated men 
sprang toward him with curses of rage, he swung the 
rude weapon about his head, and hurled it with awful 
force at the heads of his assailants. 
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It hit a pendent gas fixture, and deviated from its 
course, failing to hit either of the men as it flew hurtling 
across the room, and fell with a crash against the oppo- 
site wall. 

The three desperate men dashed forward with fierce 
oaths of vengeance, and uplifted knives. 

Straight at the breast of the intrepid detective, the 
leader aimed a imurderous blow, but Nick was prepared 
for the onslaught. 

Quicker than a flash his foot flew upward, and the knife 
went spinning into the air. 


He launched a blow with his powerful fist square be- | 


tween the fellow’s eyes, and the force of the blow sent 
him reeling backward against his companions, causing 
them to pause in confusion and doubt. 

The Little Giant followed up the advantage he had thus 
gained. 

He sprang forward like a tiger, straight at the throat of 
the man whom he had struck, and bore him backward 
to the floor. 

_ Two glittering weapons were poised for an instant 
above his head, and—thud ! 

They descended with terrible force, and were buried to 
their hilts in—empty space. 

Nick Carter was gone. 

With a crash he threw himself against the heavy door, 
and it yielded to the telling blow. 

Onward he dashed, and out upon the street, justas a 
passing hack rolled swiftly by. ; 

He ran forward and hailed the carriage just as the face 
of one of his pursuers appeared for an instant at the door. 

“Here is ten dollars, and I want you to cover the 
ground to Deer Creek Valley as soon as you can do it,” 
exclaimed Nick, as he bounded to the seat beside the 
driver. 

“What street?” asked the hackman. 

“ Gilbert,” laconically answerd Nick, as he glanced be- 
hind him, and beheld a sight which filled his heart with 
pleasure. 

Salter was just mounting the box of a hack, while 
Cracker Berry sprang inside, and the other vehicle came 
tearing along in pursuit. 

“What does Lathrop want? He is in a big hurry,” mut- 
tered Nick’s driver, as he glanced behind at the pursuing 
carriage. i 

“He wants to overtake us,” responded Nick. 

“What for?” 

“Thisis arace for seventy thousand dollars in green- 
backs, and in order to win we must get there,” answered 
Nick, coolly. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
A CLEVER RUSE. 


Nick’s strange action in thus abruptly leaving the 
house which contained his game, is explained by the fact 
that he suddenly discovered that the man whom he had 
knocked down, Luce, had mysteriously disappeared, and 
from the general appearance of the rest, Nick instantly 
came to the conclusion that they considered theniselves 
good for him, and they hoped to detain him long enough 
to give their ally a fair start, when they knew of a means 
by which they could leave the house, and fly to a place of 
safety, where Luce would again meet them, after having 
carefully disposed of the large bundle of funds, which 
somewhat encumbered them. 

Nick knew that his first step was to recover the money, 
and he very well knew that, in order to do so, he must 
reach the place where it was secreted before the man 
Luce. 

Soon it was.plain to the detective that his driver was 
more expert in governing his horse than the driver fol- 
lowing them, and when the two carriages reached Sixth 
street they were fully a block ahead of their pursuers. 

It was a novel situation, the like of which the Little 
Giant had experienced but once before in all his eventful 
career. 

Ordinarily, he was the pursuer. Now he was the pur- 
sued ; anu that, too, by a brace of notorious criminals, 
who had robbed a bank but the night before. 


.. Dashing across Eggleston street, Nick’s eyes were turn- 

ing from side to side, and from face to face, as he watched 
,for the appearance of Luce, who might now be expected 
iat any moment. 

Around the corner they spun, into. Gilbert street, and 
Nick grasped the reins and guided the foam-flecked horse 
| to the very front of the low dive where he had seen Salter 
‘and Berry enter but the day before. 
| With a bound he reached the sidewalk, and sprang to- 

bel the door, just as the pursuing carriage came into 
sight. 

Nick well knew that the money was secreted here, or 
these two desperate men would not have followed him so 
| persistently, and as he entered the saloon, he instantly 
displayed his badge and poked a six-shooter under the 
nose of the man behind the bar. 

That individual turned pale asa ghost, and made an 
effort to stammer out some question, when Nick inter- 
rupted him : 

“Tll give you three seconds in which to show me to 
Cracker Berry's room.” 

“He has no room here.” 

“Tut! Do you see that?” and Nick cocked his revolver, 
as he added : 


“T know better, and you show me to it or up you go.” 

The bartender quailed. 

“T eave,” he gasped. ‘‘Come!” and leading the Little 
Giant through a narrow door at the end of the bar, he 
conducted him up a rickety flight of stairs, and . pointing 
to a door, he muttered. 

“That is the room.” 

Nick sprang to the door and tried the latch. 

It was locked on the inside, 

The sound of splintering wood greeted his ears, and 
without pausing to witness the effect of his next move 
upon the man by his side, he put his powerful shoulder 
against the door, and it went flying from its hinges. 

Nick was puzzled for an instant, as he sprang across 
the threshold, for not a half minute before he had dis- 
tinetly heard the sounds made by some person within this 
room, and now he stood alone in the center of the floor, 
with no sign of a person in sight. 

About him, upon the floor, were strewn the ‘fragments 
of a cover, which had apparently been wrenched vio- 
lently from a small box which stood to one side of the 
room, but this afforded him no clew. 
| Suddenly, he bounded to the window. It was raised 
about six inches from the sill, anda thought struck him 
that here might be the solution of a mysterious disappear- 
ance. 

The window opened upon Gilbert street, and was nearly 
over the entrance to the saloon below. 

As he threw up the sash and glanced outside, a mock- 
ing peal of laughter rang out, and the carriage which had 
followed him from Water street, containing Salter, 
Cracker Berry and Luce, was turning about in great 
haste. 

A moment elapsed, and it was off like the wind. 

Luce had reached the place ahead of him, and now the 
trio of burglars were flying with their ill-gotten gains, 
leaving the Little Giant alone in the room where it had 
been concealed. 

With a lightning-like movement, Nick sprang upon the 
window sill, and grasping an awning rope, he boldly 
swung himself outside, and ina twinkling he stood upon 
the sidewalk. 

‘‘They have got it,” exclaimed his driver, as the detect- 
ive bounded to the side of the waiting carriage. 

“Got what?” 

“The feller up stairs threw out a bundle, an’ then he 
skinned down same as you did.” 

“Can you catch them?” hurriedly asked Nick, as he 
sprang upon the seat. 

“Vou bet!” came the answer; “we'll catch ’em or 
break somethin’,” and he whipped his horse into a run. 

Nearer and nearer they drew to the flying carriage, and 
Nick realized that the trio of precious villains had sud- 
denlv changed their tactics, for their driver had suddenly 

eined into Culvert street, and on down across Fifth to 
Butler, straight toward the new Union depot. : 
Nick wasn’t slow to comprehend the meaning of this 
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aig and he resolved to frustrate their plan if pos- 
sible. 

Grasping the reins from the driver’s hands, he urged 
the horse forward until but a short distance separated the 
two carriages, both horses of which were now flying to- 
ward the river, at a frightful pace. 

As they neared Congress street the window of the for- 
ward carriage was suddenly dropped, and witha quick 
movement, Nick’s companion clutched the reins, and 
pointed wildly at a large package which went flying from 
the carriage door to the sidewalk. 

“Hold on! Hold on, man,” he shouted. “That’s the 
same bundle the feller dropped out of the window. 

“Sure ?” 

“Yes, I’m sure. See! Who is that picking it up?” and 
Niek almost unseated his companion, as he pulled the 
horse violently back upon his haunches. 

The man who ran forward and snatched the package 
from the ground was none other than Shaw, the Walnut 
street real estate broker. 

“Follow them!” shouted the Little Giant, as he sprang 
adroitly to the earth, and threw the reins to the driver. 
“Report at City Hall,” and he sprang away like the wind, 
just asthe broker dashed intoa narrow alley-way be- 
tween two buildings, and disappeared from view. 

The Little Giant was not. many paces behind, and as he, 
too, sprang into the narrow passage, he discovered that 
it was but a driveway, communicating with a large store- 
house, the doors of which were wide open. 

Nobody was in sight. 

Had Shaw entered the big building, or was he hiding 
in some convenient door-way, hoping Nick would pass 
him in his haste to get sight of him again? 

In aninstant the Little Giant took in every detail of 
the surroundings, and without a moment’s hesitation, he 
sprang forward and entered the building. 

A broad flight of stairs was before him, and springing 
up, three at a jump, he gained the top, and sprang along 
the store-room toward an open door at the farther end. 

Beyond this door was a second store-room, and at one 
side the Little Giant discovered a half-open window. 

He reached it at a bound. 

Directly beneath the window was an extension roof, 
and from this a fire escape led to the ground, close by 
the door of a junk-dealer’s establishment. 

Quick as a cat, the Little Giant sprang to the roof, and 
in an instant he stood at the foot of the fire escape. 

“Hold on! What’s coming next?” 

“Where did that man go?” cried Nick. “Quick, an- 
swer me!” and he leaped forward to the junk dealer’s 
side. 

“Sure, he went straight through my shop, and nearly 
scared me to death. Who is he, anyway ?” ; 

Nick did not pause to reply, but went through the old 
store-room, now filled with its mass ot bottles, old iron, 
rags, brass, and similar “plunder,” and out upon the 
street, just in time to see the figure of the sharper dart- 
ing down Butler street toward the Newport Railway 
bridge. 

Nick was a swift runner, and as he reached the cor- 
ner of Butler street he felt sure that he could overtake 
Shaw in a very few seconds, should nothing happen to 
interfere. 

On, on ran the broker, past the depot and across the 
railway track, just as the flagman stepped forward and 
barred the crossing. 

With a rattle and roar, a long train whirled past, and 
when Nick again bounded forward, Shaw was well out 
upon the bridge, flying for Kentucky soil as rapidly as 
his legs would carry him. 

With a mad burst of speed Nick dashed ahead, and 
before Shaw had covered one half the distance to the 
Kentucky shore, the Little Giant was upon the bridge. 

Then came to the ears of the fleeing man a sound which 
caused him to falter and turn back, as if to avoid some 
threatened calamity. f : 

With a clang of the bell, and a loud shriek of warning 
from its whistle, the locomotive of the “Touisville 


Limited” rumbled out from the Newport shore, while be- 
hind him the Little Giant heard the answering whistle of 


'a heavy freight engine, which at that moment was ap- 
| proaching from the city. 

Dazed and bewildered, the man stood irresolutely 
- watching the approaching trains. 

What was he to do?” 

He knew that to attempt to cling to the narrow projec- 
tion outside the track would prove futile, and a jump 
from the bridge into the water below was a feat which 
he dared not attempt. 

On came the trains, and the man blanched with horror, 
as he witnessed the futile efforts of both engineers to 
bring their locomotives to a stand-still. 

Shaw plainly saw that they could not succeed in the 
attempt, and, tremblingly, he grasped the guard ral. 
which lay outside the track, and swung his body over 
the side of the bridge. 

The bridge seemed to be swaying frightfully ; his brain 
whirled in a dizzy manner, and with a loud gasp of horror 
and despair, the broker dropped like a cannon-ball into 


the murky waters of the Ohio. 


CHAPTER IX. 
CONCLUSION. 


Nick had returned to the abutment of the bridge when 
he discovered Shaw’s dilemma, and from this point he 
saw the broker as he took the plunge from the long 
structure. 

Hardly had the waters closed over him ere the detective 
sprang away and ran swiftly along the river front toward 
Lawrence street. 

He reached the Newport ferry just as the boat was 
leaving the slip, and with a bound he cleared the rail, 
and sprang to the deck. 

“Quick, Captain!” he shouted. “That man must be 
saved!” and the Little Giant pointed at the struggling 
man in the water but a short distance away. 

The.boat swung out into the stream and forged ahead 
rapidly, as the man at the helm gave the engineer the 
signal for speed. 

Soon, but a short distance intervened between the boat 


and Shaw, when the broker suddenly threw up his arms 
and sank from view. 

“J will go for him,” exclaimed the detective, as he 
cleared the rail, and with aéquick bound he dove head- 
long into the river. 

Down he went, and thrusting out his powerful arms, 
he swam quickly forward to the spot where Shaw had 
sunk from view. 

Down, straight down toward the bottom of the Ohio, 
plunged the Little Giant, and suddenly his hand came 
in contact with the clothing of the drowning man. 

Then began a desperate struggle. 

The broker grasped the detective about the arms, ina 
desperate effort to save himself, and Nick, encumbered 
as he was by his clothing, found that the situation was 
becoming a most.trying one. ; 

With a violent wrench, he tore the drowning broker’s 
grasp asunder, and in an instant he dove deeper into the 
water and clutched the leg of the now unconscious man. 

Quickly he exerted himself to regain the surface, and a 
moment later he rose to view, amid the wild shouts of 
those on board the boat, still firmly grasping Shaw by the. 
ankle. 

He dashed the water from his face and seized the rope 
which was thrown at that moment from the deck of the 
ferry-boat. 

A few moments later, and the half-drowned broker lay 
upon the lower deck, while Nick stood to one side, en- 


gaged in earnest conversation with the officer of the boat. 

As a result, five minutes later, the two men were 
landed on* the Ohio side, and the ferry-boat resumed its. 
trip. . 
“What! you here?” gasped the startled broker, as he 
regained consciousness and opened his eyes, to find Nick 
bending over him. 

“Yes and so are you.” 

“Oh, well, I suppose the jig is up,” he muttered, and 
turning his face from the detective, he moaned : 
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been different.” 


“You can have an opportunity to relieve your mind, | 
‘after you come with me for a few moments.” 


“Where are you going!” he asked, as the Little Giant 
hailed a passing carriage. 

“To the bank.” . 

“No, no, do not do that,” excitedly gasped the man, as 
he looked imploringly at the detective. 

“Oh, brace up. I guess you can go that, after all the 
nerve you have shown to-day,” answered Nick, as he 


‘assisted the water-soaked crook to arise and enter the 


hack. 

“No; I don’t want to go to the bank.” 

“But you must.” 

“What, if I tell all?” 

“You can tell your story there.” 

“} will tell you all.” 

“T know everything now, but you will have an oppor- 
tunity to state your case to Superintendent Deitsch.” 

“Tf you know everything, perhaps you know who com- 
mitted the robbery,” calmly asked the man, as he gazed 
steadily and squarely into the Little Giant’s eye. 

The answer staggered him. 

Nick leaned forward until his face nearly touched that 
of his prisoner, and as a pair of substantial handcuffs 
snapped upon Shaw’s wrists, he asked in a firm tone: 

“Which robbery ?” 

The man started as though pricked with a dagger. 

His face was colorless as marble, and his lips ashy 
white as he whispered : 

“Which robbery! Then, have there been two?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

Shaw made no response to this question, but sat gazing 
fixedly out of the hack window as they drew up before 
the side door at the Commercial-Upland Bank. 

Instantly, Nick received an answer to his summons at 
the door, and when he entered the banker’s private office, 
with the real estate broker, Shaw, in custody, every one 
present sprang to his feet in astonishment. 

“What does this mean, Carter?” exclaimed President 
Bayne, as he glanced at the soaked garments of Nick 
and his prisoner. 

“Tt means that the whole game is played, and Carter 
has won,” interposed Shaw, as he turned toward the sup- 
erintendent of police. ‘‘Superintendent, I am ready to 
accompany you.” 


“Not so fast, Shaw,” said Nick. “First let President 


Bayne and Superintendent Deitsch examine the contents | 


of your private box in the vault.” 
“Who told you about that?” muttered the man, from 


between his set teeth, as Nick adroitly put his hand into 


NicK CART 


“Had they only done as I suggested all would have | 


ed | 
ER LIBRARY. } 15 


“Shaw, you are in a tight box,” he said slowly. 

The man appeared to realize the fact. 

“You can make a breast of it all, and make your 
chances easier.” : } 

? see so?” eagerly gasped the man, as he started to his 
eet. 

“By arranging your matters with President Bayne, 
who, if Salter and Berry are captured, which they surely 
will be, will show you all the leniency you merit.” 

“Then you must capture Luce.” 

“Who is Luce?” asked the genial superintendent. 

‘“‘He is the man who supervised the laying of the 
foundation to this bank.” 

“Then he also attended to constructing the tunnel did 
he not?” asked Nick. 

46 Wess” 

“Where does the tunnel begin?” 

“Tn the adjoining building.” 

“Salter and Berry came on to help you out, did they 2?” 

“Yes, they came from New York.” 

“They are the same who burglarized Charlotte Zeigler’s 
residence on Clifton avenue six weeks ago,” said Nick, as 
he turned to the officer. 

“How do you know ?” 

‘By a handkerchief which Berry foolishly persisted in 
carrying, and which he used when he was in the vault 
here, to bind about a bleeding finger.” 

“Where are they now ?” 

“T must learn.” 

“T can tell you where you will find them.” 

“How so?” asked the Little Giant, as he turned to 
Shaw, who had spoken. 

“Thoy will remain in the house on Water street until 
they hear from me.” 

“ Are you positive ?” 

4 I am.” 

“Then let us see what the hackman had to say,” and 
the detective turned to Superintendent Deitsch. 

“Will you call up your office and ask if a hackman is 
waiting for me there?” 

The answer was in the affirmative. 

“Send him down with two officers in citizen’s dress,” 
ordered Nick. re 

Fifteen minutes later the carriage was rolling quickly 
away toward Water street, and inside were Nick and the 
three officers. ; 

The house where the Little Giant had met with the ex- 
perience which so nearly resulted in his death, was 
guarded on every side, when the superintendent and Nick 
boldly advanced to the door. 

It opened before the ever-trusty pick-lock, and a care- 
ful search of every portion of the house revealed nothing 


the prisoner’s pocket, and withdrew the keys to his box. | save the body of the unfortunate woman, who had pitched 
A bitter look of hatred gleamed from the man’s eyes, headlong into the cistern, which was half filled with 


as the banker took the keys and hastened to the vault. 
“What will we find?” he asked. 


quick-lime. 
The seething mass was steaming and boiling in a 


“Look and see,” replied Nick, and a moment later, a frightful manner, and it was plain that nothing would be 


low exclamation of surprise came to his ear: 


“The bonds !” ; 
Sure enough, it was as the Little Giant had suspected, 


when first he heard of the missing bonds, and observed 
the manner in which strangers and sharpers were ad- 
mitted to the very innermost portion of the bank. 

The papers which Shaw had substituted for the bonds 
were those which President Bayne and his cashier had 
found when overhauling the contents of the vaalt. 

“But where are the funds?” asked the puzzled banker, 


_of Nick. 


“Shaw had them an hour ago.” 

“But I haven’t them now.” 

“Nevertheless, you know where they are ?” 
“What of it?” 

“You will tell us.” 

“Never.” 

“Tt is needless.” 

ce Why 2?) 

“ Because I know already.” 


It had occurred to Nick that but one place could afford 


the flying man an opportunity to success 
bundle ot money, and he resolved to make the venture, 


trusting to his luck to reveal the facts. 


left of the woman’s body in a very short time. « 
“Where are they 2?” queried the superintendent. 

“Wait till we get the money and we will look thera up,” 
he coolly answered. 

The package of bank notes was found among the piles 
of rubbish in the old junk shop, where Shaw had thrown 
it on his way through the room, and a smile of satisfac- 
tion illuminated the Little Giant’s face, as he returned the 
package to the banker. 

“T was sure I could find it,” was all Nick said. 

Two hours later Superintendent Deitsch received a tele- 
gram from Chief Lowry, of Indianapolis, stating that the 
three burglars were in custody, and the Little Giant 
was on his way to New York, having unraveled the mys- 
teries of the robbery of the Commercial-Upland Bank of 
Cincinnati. 


[THE END. ] 
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